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then music, and then again—speeches . . . Everything went according to the rites of propaganda. Only Johannes R. Becher was able to strike a human note. Wilhelm Pieck claimed the dead poet for the Communist "Unity Party"; Colonel-General Tulpanov referred to him as "a person who had been connected with the socialist workers' movement, hostile to militarism and Prussianism, one of those German prophets who were permitted to guide their people out of the darkness and into the radiant light of Communism." Functionaries of the SED spoke of "victory over the forces of reaction" or described Hauptmann's "powerful voice, raised in indignation against the tyranny and barbarity of the tsars." The propaganda mills were grinding—completely in accordance with the prescribed "ceremony." God was not even named.
What was all that supposed to have to do with the man 'whose zinc casket had been dragged senselessly all over the country and now stood on the magnificent catafalque in a sea of the most beautiful flowers? He had hated tyranny and barbarity in every form—and most recently in the Asiatic-Slavic form that had been responsible for a mass uprooting of peoples without parallel in history.
There was no more talk about that than there was about God. This double silence was in line with the distorted souls of the Russian and German functionaries of Stalinism on the podium.
Did no one notice it? An old artisan from Breslau, whom I had known for years, came to me after the ceremonies. We shook hands and then walked alone together in the endless funeral procession to the harbor. Thousands of the residents of Stralsund lined the way.
With a mockery born of pain, the old man asked whether these ceremonies would have appealed to our great Gerhart.
I shook my head. We were silent a long time.
Suddenly the Silesian said, "Really, it shouldn't matter to him, the nonsense they come out with. It's nothing but wind compared with his great achievements."
Yes, it was just wind. And it had already died away. With Gerhart Hauptmann's last sea voyage to Hiddensee, the new Byzantium, which we had had to put up with in silence for a little while, disappeared utterly.
The simple service in the village church at Kloster, wonderfully planned by Hauptmann's friend, Pastor Gustavs, and the quiet devotion at the grave in the early morning light finally gave Gerhart Hauptmann back to his world.
As the sandy soil of the Baltic island mingled with the heavy, granular earth from the Riesengebirge, which Margarete had carefully brought along for this purpose, we felt one thing with compelling force: this place of rest, high above the rolling waves of the sea, will not be his last—even though he may remain here for years ....